Wish thee good-morrow, sweet my life, as merry
as must farewell at parting sorrowful be,
and tell me of thy mercy doth't miscarry
the captive heart I must return to thee?
Have the long days and miles that bade us tarry
alone divided cooled in its degree
the fire I thought began thy soul to harry?
For strange, were it not so, it seemeth me,
I know by proof how with a keener dart
love from afar wounds than in neighbourhood,
when absence lends a double edge to sorrow*
But let me live unaltered in my heart
that cannot further walk in love, nor should,
lest I grow mad and will not, Sweet, good-morrow*